A  LIVING  WOMAN'S  GHOST. 

DT  PRANK  LEE  BENEDICT. 


Why  it  became  necessary  for  me,  Join  Blake, 
to  accept  a  somewhat  anomalous  position,  half  as 
maid,  half  companion,  to  the  actress,  Miss  Erric- 
son,  is  a  matter  of  no  consequence  here,  as  1  have 
not  set  out  to  write  my  autobiography. 

Cei-tain  strong  personal  considerations  led  her 
to  offer  me  the  plaoe,  and  they  were  weighty 
enough  to  have  decided  mo  to  take  it,  indepen¬ 
dent.  of  a  pecuniary  reason,  though  the  liberal 
salary  was  of  itself  a  great  inducement  just  at 
that  time. 

Everybody  who  knows  that  gifted  lady  will  be 
certain  1  received  the  utmost  kindness  at  her 
bands ;  the  few  who  know  me  will  believe  that 
I  tried  to  merit  it. 

Miss  Errioson  was  occupied  in  writing  a  piny 
— that  very  play  which  has  helped  to  moke  her 
so  famous  by  the  lieauty  of  its  plot  and  language 
and  her  own  wonderful  impersonation  of  the 
heroine — and  she  had,  on  that  account,  post¬ 
poned  her  early  autumn  engagements.  We  staid 
for  a  while  at  tho  seashore,  but  its  melancholy 
oppressed  her,  so  we  went  to  New  York  and 
hunted  up  rooms  in  a  quiet  street,  where  she 
could  tie  secure  from  intrusion. 

We  took  the  third  floor,  and,  as  tho  fourth  was 
empty,  congratulated  ourselves  on  the  fact  that 
we  should  not  be  disturbed.  But  wo  speedily 
discovered  that  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the 
stairs  was  the  ono  thing  which  seemed  likely  to 
trouble  us,  in  spite  of  tho  upper  chambers  being 
unoccupied.  At  certain  periods  during  the  day 
and  evening,  the  tread  was  almost  inccssunt. 
1  really  think  that  within  the  first  twentyfour 
hours  I  looked  out  into  the  hall  a  score  of  times, 
but,  though  the  Btcps  appeared  invariably  to 
pause  on  our  lauding,  nobody  was  ever  visible. 

After  wasting  a  good  deal  of  impatience  and 
wonder,  according  to  tho  habit  of  humanity,  we 
decided  that  the  echo  must  come  from  the  adjoin¬ 
ing  house ;  and,  onco  convinced  of  this  fact,  we 
goon  grew  so  accustomed  to  the  sound  that, 
exoopt  when  one  of  our  rare  visitors  noticed  the 
footfalls,  we  ceased  to  think  about  them. 

There  was  one  other  odd  thing,  which  at  first 
1  did  not  mean  to  mention,  but  I  may  os  well, 
though  I  protest  against  your  calling  mine 
a  ghost-story,  in  the  ordinary  acceptation  of  the 
term.  For  my  own  part,  1  consider  that  my 
narrative  belongs  to  the  domain  of  what  wo  style 


magnetism,  scarcely  understanding  the  signifi¬ 
cance  of  the  word  we  employ  to  express  the 
mysterious  principle  which  plays  so  important, 
though  to  a  great  extent  unrecognized,  part,  in 
this  world's  affairs. 

In  the  parlor,  between  the  mantel  and  the 
folding -doors  which  led  into  Miss  Erricson’s 
chamber,  stood  a  bookcase  filled  with  her  favorite 
volumes  and  such  works  os  she  might  need  for 
reference  during  the  composition  of  her  historical 
tragedy. 

Neither  she  nor  I  ever  approached  that  spot 
without  feeling  a  rush  of  cold  air  so  perceptibly 
as  to  be  obliged  to  remark  it,  although  when  the 
doors  were  closed  there  was  no  possibility  of  a 
draught  in  that  special  place. 

Of  course,  this  also  puzzled  us  for  a  time ;  but 
we  grew  accustomed  to  it,  as  we  had  done  to  the 
footsteps.  Indeed,  Miss  Erricson  was  too  thor¬ 
oughly  absorbed  with  the  mental  conceptions  she 
was  embodying  in  her  beautiful  play,  and  I  too 
much  occupied  with  my  needlework  and  the 
engrossment  of  a  great  trouble  hanging  over  me, 
to  have  leisure  for  superstitious  fancies. 

Ilow  we  both  worked,  in  our  separate  ways, 
and  how  good  she  was  to  me— patient,  as  1  think 
few  writers  would  have  been,  in  the  midst  of 
labor  which  was  a  great  and  continuous  strain 
on  mind  and  body.  I  fear,  too,  that  in  spite  of 
my  efforts  I  must  often  have  sorely  tried  her 
overtaxed  nerves,  for,  between  physical  ill-health 
and  mental  anxiety,  I  was  in  a  state  when,  at 
times,  my  memory  refused  as  completely  to  per¬ 
form  its  functions  as  if  I  had  been  in  an  advanced 
stage  of  brnin-softening. 

Still,  we  both  had  a  great  sense  of  coinfort  in 
our  carefully  -  secluded  nest,  into  which  Miss 
Erricson  brought  all  sorts  of  lovely  and  artistic 
things  from  a  stock  of  furniture  she  had  stored 
at  her  agent’s.  Indeed,  the  place  looked  so 
homelike,  and  bore  a  character  so  distinctive, 
that  everybody  who  came  to  see  her  thought  she 
must  have  hired  the  empty  rooms  and  famished 
them  throughout. 

The  days  went  on,  so  did  our  work,  and  those 
odd  occurrences  I  have  noted  went  on  too,  with 
unfailing  regularity.  I  have  often  wondered 
since  how  it  was  that,  even  engrossed  as  we  both 
were,  those  things  should  have  produced  so 
slight  an  impression  on  us.  Goodness  knows. 


